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Turn 


Robin McLachlen 


I 
You could say it all began in the iron in my 

palm.' You could say it began in an intake of breath; 
in a pause, in a calm that sent a tremor through desire. 
A pull, patient insistence; a compulsion to rise like my 
chest will rise and fill, and fill, and halt perilous, static, 
and all around turns; a movement that moans out a 
hollow inside, a hold, a divide, and then a slide into 
time, and a fall. My ribcage descends. 

Heavy and grave. Pulled into movement and 
light, and sensation and life: genesis of a 


moment, a world and its demise. 


I open my eyes... 

And a room opened before me. 

It was dark.” 

But the floor stretched below under melting 
windows — playing in pattern. Repeating, revolving, 


and revolting through nature. Not just a pattern, but a 


‘And they that passed by railed on him, wagging their heads, 
and saying, Ah, thou that destroyest the temple, and buildest it in 
three days, Save thyself, and come down from the cross.” Mark 
15:29-30. 


> See From Ritual To Romance, Chapter XIII: The Perilous 
Chapel, Jessie L. Weston. 


rupture in pattern, a return and response — a stuttering 
violence that pauses and sways, a mutating plague. 
The rain on the roof, a chorus brays in unending 
repetition. 

But an end in itself. 

Pandemonium rising. 

A murdering return.? 

Tightening and relaxing. 

Stretching and retracting. 

Coiled around nothingness; 

A vacating pull 

That cannot exhale. 

Sucking, sucking. 

Too much. 

Without center. 

Only an absence, a lack, and lying ... 


A coffin on a rock pedestal.* 


3 “This world: a monster of energy, without beginning, without 
end; a firm, iron magnitude of force that does not grow bigger or 
smaller, that does not expend itself but only transforms itself; ... 
as force throughout, as a play of forces and waves of forces, at 
the same time one and many, increasing here and at the same 
time decreasing there; a sea of forces flowing and rushing 
together, eternally changing, eternally flooding back, with 
tremendous years of recurrence, with an ebb and a flood of its 
forms; ... blessing itself as that which must return eternally, as a 
becoming that knows no satiety, no disgust, no weariness.” 
Friedrich Nietzsche, The Will To Power, 1067. Tr. W. 
Kaufmann. 


A direct and simple terror. At the center of a 
nightmare floor, it pulled, not just my attention, not 
just me, it pulled at the air, the walls, a silence bursting 
through cacophony. 

It was death. And it was silent. 

And I breathed in sharp plunging breaths, 

Swimming against a rip tide, 

An ardent resolve, 

Ravenous craving. 

Engulfed by purpose, but not my own. 

There was more will than I could hope to hold; 


so it held me.° 


4“God has died. God is dead — that is the most frightful of all 
thoughts, that everything eternal and true is not, that negation 
itself is found in God. The deepest anguish, the feeling of 
complete irretrievability, the annulling of everything that is 
elevated, are bound up with this thought. However, the process 
does not come to a halt at this point; rather, a reversal takes 
place: God, that is to say, maintains himself in this process, and 
the latter is only the death of death. God rises again to life, and 
thus things are reversed.” Georg Wilhelm Friedrich Hegel, 
1827, Lectures on the Philosophy of Religion. Tr. P. C. 
Hodgson. 


5 “Then, instead of the restless pressure and effort; instead of the 
constant transition from desire to apprehension and from joy to 
sorrow; instead of the never-satisfied and never-dying hope that 
constitutes the life-dream of the man who wills, we see that 
peace that is higher than all reason, that ocean-like calmness of 
spirit, that deep tranquility, that unshakable confidence and 
serenity, whose mere reflection in the countenance ... is a 
complete and certain gospel.” Arthur Schopenhauer, The World 
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And I was tor, watching him. 

Asleep or dead. 

Completely entwined in the motions of my 
breath 

In a coffin on a rock pedestal, 

I lay, 

Unmoving and cold. 

Living the death of god® 

As he moved through me 

As a tempest moves through a town; 

The sea moves through the sand — 

All that I had lived, 

Thought, felt, heard, 

Saw, smelled, said, 

Everything I was, 

Everything I am 

Dropped away; 

Held back by a dam. 

Held back by my death. 


A hard rock in a river, 


As Will And Representation. Tr. E. F. J. Payne. 

° “Gods become men; men become gods, the one living the death 
of the other, the other dying the life of the one.” Herakleitos. 

Tr. G. Davenport. 


It split me and it split the world or united it 
again. 

Visions of terror or visions of joy, but always 
death had been washed in an armor of inevitability. 
Whether end or beginning, it had always been definite 
and resolute. In my dreams death had always forced 
itself upon me, an iron hand around my throat, a soft 
ocean pulling me down and away.’ 

But now, in my chest, was a new death. Still 
terrifying, a rebellion against the world, but wild and 
fragile as laughter. Now, in the deeps of my chest, a 
beautiful death, a chosen death. Never complete, 
suspended in time, right now, choosing to love. 

And pushing on, 

Thirsting towards new depths. 

Moving towards an abyss. 

This thirst is my prayer. 

This prayer is my death. 


7“Teath being that to which we are not accustomed, we 
approach it either as the unaccustomed that astonishes or as the 
unfamiliar that horrifies. The thought of death does not help us 
to think death, does not give us death as something to think. 
Death, thought, close to one another to the extent that thinking, 
we die, if, dying, we excuse ourselves from thinking: every 
thought would be mortal; each thought, the last thought.” 
Maurice Blanchot, The Step Not Beyond. Tr. L. Nelson. 
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And so I loved. I loved a dangerous, fragile 
end. An end that was perhaps a beginning, but a 
beginning with no end in sight. I loved myself into the 
deepest space, the impossible thought, the blackest 
night. I loved myself into life. A love that cut so sharp 
and deep it could leave no scar. 

A love that could not fade, 

And could not remain. 

And I fell away. 

Back to a fervent hope, 

A charmed thought, 

A whispered word... 

A coffin on a rock pedestal. And I laughed. A 
melody piped through the windows. I laughed a 
triumphant verse out into the crying night, as wings 
would take to flight, and sing. And the floor moved 
below me. It moved in time as I moved through time, 
and stretched and relaxed through my time as I laughed 
with the pulse in my veins. And it pulled me. It pulled 
at my eyes. It wrapped round my feet. 

The floor moved beneath me. I would not 
move, but to stay was to move, and I walked to the 
door. 


The clouds cracked and ran from the rising sun. 


I 

The air brushed warm against my neck and up to 
my head, held high and light, a wing on the wind. Hot 
breath moving slowly like a cloud, a dank wood’s 
flame. Nostrils flare. A scent in the wind? A whistle? 
A call? And what can I say? Iam only listening. And 
do I smile vacantly? Or do I only smile? Or frown. A 
fool, naked and unbound, unleashed or exposed, and 
only desire; unfettered, unreviling; my silence a lamb 
whose spilled blood I sing music falling smooth like an 
horizon. New open ears swim, washed in sound and 
new light. Unhurried expectation pushing away a dark 
and turning night. Like the pull of the moon up over 
the earth and into my mouth and I hum a fragile note 
through the morning air; through time, and space — a 
lonely sound from an empty place: ripples echo a 
pebble dropped. And back again. What? Iask. Am I 
not alone? And the white thrum of silence returns to 
belie the What? that I ask. Am I new born?! 


A sharp slap on the back and I suck and cry” 


' “And she brought forth her firstborn son, and wrapped him in 
swaddling clothes, and laid him in a manger; because there was 
no room for them in the inn.” Luke 2:7. 


2 “At the foot of the bed, in the deft hands of Lizaveta Petrovna, 
like a flickering light in a lamp, lay the life of a human creature, 


11 


A short and hard burst, 

A bullet of sound, and silence, 

And sound fired again and again 

Out into the air 

And twice to my ears, 

From inside and out, 

Violent, 

Discordant 

And suffering, 

Split, doubled back, 

Shot, reckless lightning crying down the sky; 

Echoing in the silence while I suck my lungs 
full of venom and spit. 

Fragility wails so newly alone on new open ears 
to a world newly born, now alive and awake, wide 
mouthed and uncouth and gaping, overwhelmed by an 
abundance of force, sound, light, spice, power, sifting, 
slowly climbing down my nostrils and in through my 
eyes, and quick out my mouth, short cutting breaths, 


grating in my throat like air was smoke, and I can’t 


which had never existed before, and which would now with the 
same right, with the same importance to itself, live and create in 
its own image. 

‘Alive! alive! And a boy too! Set your mind at rest!’ Levin heard 
Lizaveta Petrovna saying, as she slapped the baby's back with a 
shaking hand.” Leo Tolstoy, Anna Karenina. Tr. C. Garnett. 
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breathe, I retch; and I’m alive and awake, and 
spinning; and my lips turn back, tight against my teeth; 
eyelids, crushed hard, hiding anxious eyes, squinting 
from underneath, just to see, 

And to taste bloody violence, 

Birth of a blade; 

A sharp and exquisite terror. 

A spark reaching for air; 

A tension contained, 

Compressed, 

Pulled in against itself, 

Almost past collapse. 

Too wild to fight, 

Just bite, 

Wound, 

And run away. 

But hobbled, I fall and cower around my feet; 
fetal curl into myself, unable to release my pain, my 
pity or scorn, potent inspiration aborted or stillborn. 


Can never reach and never hold a hope equal to barrens 


3 “Fervently, let us embrace this superhuman promise made to 
our created bodies and souls: this promise, this folly! Elegance, 
science, and violence! We were promised that the tree of good 
and evil would be buried in the shadows, and the tyranny of 
uprightness banished, so we might bring forth our purest love.” 
Arthur Rimbaud, ‘Morning of Ecstasy’. Tr. D. Sloate. 
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inside me — limpid rains on a storming sea. Contorted 
teachings to my wide 

eyed child who recoils, rebels and breathes deep to yell 
a volcanic shout ripped from the ground — a wounded 
animal calls; an unshouldered load that would fall dead 
but resounds; glass shards and callous walls. 

So taut I could not scream, couldn’t follow his 
howl, cry myself free. So I sang. I sang prescient tears 
down my face. A lullaby wrenched from my womb 
that sang a moment and a lifetime. 

And a kiss that sends gradual warmth down my 
spine. 

Sorrow in my chest reaching up through a 
desperate smile. 

And I swayed. 

Held. 

Impossible stillness coiling. 

And I stretch out through time or does it climb 
into me — 

The sun on my back, the full moon in my eye? 

And I hear my new cry — 

Soft, 

A collapse in my throat that constricts 


In a whimper, and a kiss, 


A shudder and a hiss, 

And quiet. 

And her song still goes on in my ear. 

I crumble closer and hear her love and her fear. 

Soft lips on my brow and I blink.* 

And I’m a quiet candle that flickers and fades 
and will jump in a driven rain of new light from the 
day. A razor blade that resounds, no, reflects the 
clouded predawn, the long intake of breath before 
song, of the day. A long whistle held high and cold 
clear like a bell that sounds hard on a feverish ear held 
in its sway, bound up in the birth of a day that's 
invitingly quiet — a smile that says nothing at all, but 
turns around sorrow. A voice circles round — rustles 
and rises and falls in the breeze — slipping, drifting 
down slowly, and quick now pulled up before it is 
ground into ground, but now spinning and twisting it 
will writhe in the sun. And starkly I call to the break 
of the dawn like a horn round and long, a triumphant 
salute to herald the play of the light in my eyes, the 
wind in my hair, and the sound in my ears of the birth 


of the day. 


4 “’We have invented happiness,’ say the last men, and they 
blink.” Friedrich Nietzsche, Thus Spoke Zarathustra. Tr. W. 
Kaufmann. 
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Ul 

Know this: I am an emerging gospel, hope and 
salvation, bloom of an ugly inflammation. I am an 
endless beginning, the after of ends — a short breathless 
calm. Iam the pull in a word that slides and misleads, 
and slips and deceives, stumbling beneath in shadow 
and doubt, rumbling gently in its wake — a silence, a 
reserve, an oppressive weight — a fierce grace rolling 
forward, ripping down like a plow — clashing and 
cracking, slashing and rasping new roots from the 
ground.! 

Spitting pitch from an iron tongue, 

Eyes wandering wide and smiling a child’s 
smile — 

A poisoned love and a boundless desire, 

A corticate cry and a rising wind. 

A deep and wicked love 

Expressed in violence, cruel and sharp 

Like a lung collapsed, a raw jaw ripping flesh 

And a coyote howl. 


A love thrown down, 


'“Tn him was life; and the life was the light of men. And the 
light shineth in darkness; and the darkness comprehended it not. 
John 1:4-5. 


” 
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deep into the ground — 

The earth will quake. 

I am a fire and a blade, a burning acid and a 
consuming blaze — that would be a slow, gentle touch 
but blood boils in its wake, shouting ““Wake! And 
break loose from an indulgent caress that slides 
through your hair, and lies sweet breaths in you ear.” 
A coughing cry that spits holes in your ears, muscles 
knot, crack and grind; and I smile, and sweat, and lick 
my teeth clean — lunatic laughter and deep deserting 
sighs. I am the breath in a note, an unthinkable crime 
in a lilting song — the brutal dogma below your slow 
whispered psalm enduring under whining blows. 

And watch with me now as I pant and sway, 

And wreck and kill like a cat kills. 

I am a blinding love and a dying time — 

A murdering reprise — 

Universes collapse and a new world is spawned. 

Don’t turn away, deny your eyes. 

I am a new sight; a fire and revelation. 

And watch with me now and the sky spreads 
and thickens, 

Horizons rise and fold forward, drawn to my 


call. 


A great crumbling wave now holds, 

Pulled down, expectant, 

But waiting. 

Iam a love that stumbles forward, encroaching 
on your desert hide. I'll fumble for words to broach 
your empty smile; and now I tumble towards a moment 
that will rumble in your mind. I cry upon a fallow 
hope — the sight upon your eye.” I shout long and 
wide, “You are revived; a radiant expression of a 
broken time! You are the cracking in your heart; a 
cackling ruptured high; you are alive!” 

But what can I say and what can you hear in 
your tightly woven ears, out from my tongue that 
tingles and twitches and stitches bold knots, tight blood 
clot phrases, intricate mazes of sounds that seem clear? 
Fear — your silent lust, gurgling and curdling, that 
cannot trust to collapse and congeal and wheel and turn 
and burst out and burn; a savage snarl and snap that in 
recoil springs back, trussed in a tension, a knotting 
apprehension that spreads through your gut with the 


insistence of rust. An unspeakable terror. A handful 


> “The eyes delight in beautiful shapes of different sorts and 
bright and attractive colours. I would not have these things take 


possession of my soul.” Augustine, Confessions. Tr. R. S. Pine- 
Coffin. 
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of dust. 

I would speak to your silence as I speak from 
my silence — a deep pit hole, open wound desire to be 
more. More than I can say, can hold. And unfit to 
bear these words, to loose them into the world, never 
enough to say what I’d say. I would be more than I 
am, and I am only alone and only dirt and only bone. 
But listen and with patience and with a little more quiet 
while I recur yet again, while I return yet again. I 
would touch you as rain when it falls cold on your 
face, if it slid down your ear, direct and sincere and 
untainted. I would touch you as rain, but then what 
could you hear? Not a voice for these ears. I would 
touch you like silence, wet on your skin, but can you 
hear with more weight, with more time? Is your smile 
indulgent, and my sharpened words die dull in the 
throb in your ears — pounding and pulsing? Am I only 
alone, and only dirt and only bone, and too light to bear 
down and wear down, as water wears down the silence 
that roars like a flash flood between us? Can you hear 
it? And our words whip away in a hollow between us, 
and a hollow beneath us, and water all around us, in 
my nose, in my throat, in my eyes and they’re 


swimming. 
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And watch with me now as I cower and bend, 

Snot-stained and afraid, 

Crushed under a rising wave — 

Lonely terror. 

I’m fragile and sore, 

And overwhelmed. 

And I roll back, 

Hold back, 

And fold into a mean reserve.? 

Empty and tired and stretched too thin. Only 
dirt and bone, and intact, and alone.* Skin flakes away 
but my blood is so thick — so thick it’s earth, so dry it’s 
stone. And nothing will grow. Tear at my flesh; I’m 
only dirt and bone, and emaciated ribcage naked and 
alone. Bruised yellow and mud and a skeletal grin, 
you can 
chew on my skin. No blood will leak through for 
lascivious eyes from my tight desert wounds. And if 
rain fell, could you feel it? Or are you too thin to be 


touched, and too dry to be touched? Too hot to be wet, 


3 ’My God, my God, why hast thou forsaken me?’” Matthew 
27:46. 


* See Antonin Artaud, To Have Done With The Judgement Of 
God. 
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or made wet by rain or by blood or by salty sweat 
breath, longing red lips like a bloody wet death?> But 
nothing will grow. I’m already dead, like a rock or a 
sound — my marrow is dry, and I am only alone — 


brittle hollow bones and quick sand around your feet. 


5 “The Marimos, a Bechuana tribe, sacrifice a human being for 
the crops. The victim chosen is generally a short, stout man. He 
is seized by violence or intoxicated and taken to the fields, where 
he is killed amongst the wheat to serve as ‘seed’ (so they phrase 
it). After his blood has coagulated in the sun, it is burned along 
with the frontal bone, the flesh attached to it, and the brain; the 
ashes are then scattered over the ground to fertilise it. The rest 
of the body is eaten.” James Frazer, The Golden Bough. 
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IV 
Broken light and a wet eye, 
Deep desert sand, 
Hot and dry,! 
A mountain of ash 
Eroding. 

A strong wind pulls 
And I’m coming apart, 
Like laughter, 
Corroding. 

Breathe in space and endless expanse, 
Breathe in time and a bottomless past, 
Unnumbered stars burning. 

An explosion of galaxies 
In a square inch of sky 
Held away at arm’s length from an eye” 
That can only see light; 

An evolving infinity 


Pinched and compressed 


' 7 thirst.’” John 19:28. 


> The Hubble Ultra Deep Field is an image composited of data 
acquired by the Hubble Space Telescope between September 3", 
2003 and January 16, 2004. Covering an area of sky roughly 
equivalent to one tenth the diameter of the full moon as viewed 
from earth squared, the HUDF contains approximately 10,000 
objects, almost all of them galaxies. 
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And collapsing; 
Eons of cold travel 
Just to die on my eye 
Or the back of my head 
As I’m turning away — 
Slaughter of a thousand suns. 
Breathe in chance and a universe playing,* 
Time is unhinged 
Threadbare, fraying, and stretched 
Through heart beats — 


3 “Error, or Creation, will be Burned up, & then, & not till Then, 
Truth or Eternity will appear. It is Burnt up the Moment Men 
cease to behold it. I assert for My Self that I do not behold the 
outward Creation & that to me it is hindrance & not Action; it is 
as the dirt upon my feet, No part of Me. ‘What,’ it will be 
Question’d, ‘When the Sun rises, do you not see a round disk of 
fire somewhat like a Guinea?’ O no, no, I see an Innumerable 
company of the Heavenly host crying, ‘Holy, Holy, Holy is the 
Lord God Almighty.’ I question not my Corporeal or Vegetative 
Eye any more than I would Question a Window concerning a 
Sight. I look thro’ it & not with it.” William Blake, A Vision Of 
The Last Judgment. 

4 “The dice which are thrown once are the affirmation of chance, 
the combination which they form on falling is the affirmation of 
necessity. Necessity is affirmed of chance in exactly the sense 
that being is affirmed of becoming and unity is affirmed of 
multiplicity. ... There are many numbers with increasing or 
decreasing probabilities, but only one number of chance as such, 
one fatal number which reunites all the fragments of chance, like 
midday gathers together the scattered parts of midnight ... not a 
final, desired, willed combination, but the fatal combination, 
fatal and loved, amor fati.” Gilles Deleuze, Nietzsche And 
Philosophy. Tr. H. Tomlinson. 
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Ear cracking drum beats 
Calling out new worlds in time 
Or a splitting in time 
To the pulse of my blood 
That blows through my veins 
From my heart to my head 
To my toes and my fingers 
Extended and burning 
Crushing 
Imploding 
Liquid tendril knots 
Drill bit thoughts 
Gathering force, 


Churning. 


I’m afraid.> 
And everything is real and now 
And begins in me now 
In my eyes as I see 
In my lungs as I 


Breathe in 


> “Don’t try to see through the distances. 

That’s not for human beings. Move within. 

But don’t move the way fear makes you move.” 
Rumi. Tr. C. Barks 
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A blooming eternity 
Of wind in my chest — 
Infinite and fragile wonder; 
A brilliant now and forever 


That I cannot abide — 


Breathe in breath, 
And I die. 
Breathe in breath, 
And I die 


26 


